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Poetic Justice 


Author's Notes: 
A/N: Thanks and love to Dayna for her BETAing and general love and support! | warn you now, this fic is a 
pretty good tear jerker. | love this story dearly and would really appreciate feedback. Enjoy! 


NUNN NNN 


Hey, Uli! | know | was just here yesterday, but it didn't seem right to not visit on your birthday. Plus today is.. 


special. Ironic how that works, huh? 


| can't believe it's been I2 years today that you were taken from me. No, taken is too polite a word. You were 
stolen from me, ripped away from me. 


We were having dinner. A nice cold evening, but it's usually cold on your birthday. | just wanted to celebrate it 


with you..| never thought that something so innocent could be corrupted in such a horrible way. 


| don't understand why he chose the day of your birth to mark the day of your death. 


| remember how clear the sky was, all the stars in the heavens were shining down on us. You and | just stood 
there and watched them for a bit. swear you would have been content just staring at the moon all night. And 
| content staring at you. | loved the way it reflected against your eyes. Almost as much as | loved the 
shadows it cast across your face. 


| miss you so much Lars..| can't cry, not yet. | have to finish this. 


If | knew that was the last time you would gaze at the sky with me... | never would have complained about the 
brisk air, or how my nose was cold. Instead | would have held you a little closer when you put your arm 


around my wai st. 


| would have stopped thinking about how your beard would have felt against my skin, and instead just kissed 


you and found out for myself. So much time we lost... 


If | knew that going into that restaurant would be the last thing we would do together | would have skipped it. | 


would have gotten Taco Bell and drove from San Fran to Cleveland with you instead. 


| close my eyes and | swear to God | hear your laughter. The familiar little snort reaches my ears and | can 


see you in my mind, hunching over as your nose scrunches up, smiling. Wishful thinking | know... 


| run my fingers over your name, engraved in the marble stone. | let my thumb linger on the "L". Funny how 
one letter can signify so much. 


Love. Laughter. Later. 


"Later," is what you had said to me when | asked you what you really wanted for your birthday. | was being 
kinky, but honest. You just smiled, your eyes twinkled You leaned over the table and whispered to me, "I'll tell 


you later.” 
And God help me if | didn't smile back. | was smiling because | knew... 


| knew that just because you didn't say it everyday or hint at it once a year, | knew you never forgot about 
what we shared. In that one simple smile, | knew that you never forgot the friendly gropes and kisses we had. | 
knew that the one night we had spent together seven years before was still in your mind. | knew that | was 
still in your heart. 


There was a sound of a plate shattering in the back of the restaurant. Some tall chef dropped a platter that 
he was bringing into the kitchen 


He looked familiar, but | couldn't really place him from a distance. | mentioned it to you, but by the time you 
turned and looked over your shoulder he had gone into the kitchen. 


| didn't see his face, but there was something not right about him, if | had only fucking known. 
Then all of a sudden it happened. 


You were talking a mile a minute about how you always got ripped off on your birthday because it was the 
day after Christmas. A rant | heard every year, but found amusing every time. | made some cheeky comment 


about me no ripping you off but getting you off instead. 


You blushed a pretty shade of crimson and smiled, god how | miss your smile babe. "Like | said before, later," 


you whispered and gave me a promising wink. 


Our eyes locked and | watched the dim candle light play across your youthful features. You watched from 
under your long lashes as you raised the forkful of food to your mouth. Such a simple gesture, followed by a 


few chews and a noisy swallow which had us both laughing. 


| wipe at the tears and blink my vision clear. It hurts so much to remember this shit. But | have to 
remember, | can't continue to repress this memory, having it be the memory that haunts me and makes my 
heart pound. So many other moments we shared that can make my heart pound just as easily, but not for the 


same reasons. 


Why is it that it's become so easy for the good memories to be over shadowed by the bad? l'm here to 
change that today though. It ends today. 


You took a swig of wine and coughed a couple of times. You complained about your food tasting funny, and 
started rubbing at your stomach and throat. | thought you were kidding, until | saw the panic in your eyes. 
With a shaky hand, you took my water glass and brought it to your parched lips. | hailed the waiter, got the 


check, and we got out of there as fast as we could. 


You had your arm around my waist, but this time it wasn't to show affection. Your fingers dug into my side 


as you struggled for balance. You squeezed your eyes tightly and said your head hurt. 

We made it outside as various people whispered at the sight of us. "That guys wasted," one said as him and 
his friend walked past us. A young woman with her friend giggled as | wrapped my arm around you tighter, 
"Those two are hot! Why are the hot ones always gay?" 


| ignored them as we came to a stop. You pushed me away and said you were okay. You took two steps before 


falling to your knees and groaning. 


| was on my knees beside you, barely noticing the looks from passing cars and curious eyes. You rolled onto 


your side, clutching your stomach in agony. 


"What's wrong? What's happening?!" | asked helplessly, watching as you writhed on the ground in agony. 


You curled into the fetal position and managed to choke out that you didn't know what was wrong and that it 
hurt to breathe. 


| don't remember how, but at some point we ended up in an ambulance. They asked me all kinds of questions as 
they tried to ease your pain. You clutched my hand tightly, and begged me to stay with you. | nodded and 


answered the questions as best | could. 


Your grip loosened and | looked to the medics, scared and panicked They said they gave you something to knock 
you out for a little bit. 


At the hospital they had me in that waiting room for hours. | watched as they wheeled you on the stretcher 
out of my sight. 


James showed up in record time. He held me as | cried and explained everything that had happened. Then Rob 


and Jason showed up and | explained the night's events to them as well. 

James didn't say a word to anyone. He was silent, staring off into space as the tears fell down his cheeks. The 
only time he spoke was when he called Fran to tell her what little he knew. They had been watching your kids 
for the night so we could go out to dinner. 


The doctor finally came out as the four of us embraced each other. 


"Mr. Hammett?" he asked cautiously. My heart stopped and Jason put his hand on my shoulder to keep me 
steady. 


"Y-yes?" | swallowed hard and bit my lip. He gave me one of those polite smiles that they always seem to 
have. The kind of smile that tells you what's going to follow. 


‘lm sorry, but Mr. Ulrich isn't going to make it through the evening. He only has a short time before his 
system shuts down" 


"Pardon?" James asked. He stepped up next to me and | could feel him shaking. New tears fell from the pained 


blue eyes as we stood there in shock. 


The doctor took a deep breath and puffed out his chest, trying to make it seem like this was an everyday 
thing. It wasn't though. You're not told that someone you love is leaving this earth everyday. 


"He's been poisoned. I'm afraid there is nothing we can do for him. He does however have sometime left, and 
has requested to see you. He said you would know who else to bring? I'm assuming that would be these three 


gentlemen? Come this way," he said as he began moving down the bright hall way. 


After several long identical halls, we reached your room. The doctor cautioned us to go in one at a time. 


Rob went in first. He left the door open so we could hear everything, but | wasn't paying attention. | was too 
busy listening to my world shatter. 


Jason went in after Rob. | heard him apologizing for all the stupid things he had said and done over the years, 


and | heard you forgive him. 


As we waited out in the hall, a nurse approached James. "Mr. Hetfield?" she asked quietly. He nodded mutely. "A 


woman named Fran is here? She claims to have Mr. Ulrich's children with her." 

"Bring them back here," he said, staring at the opened door to your room. 

lm afraid they can't come back here. Hospital policy is," 

"| don't give a fuck what your policy is!" James said, his voice rising above the pained whisper for the first 
time since he arrived. "Their father is dying. Don't you or your policies try to strip the few moments they 


have left with him away." 


The intense fear and pain in James' eyes must have scared the young nurse because she bounded away to do 
as he asked, 


Jason came out and nodded to James. With a deep breath he went into your room. 

| heard you start coughing as he slid the chair closer to your bedside. Then | heard him sobbing. | peeked in 
and saw the two of you embracing. Your head rested on his shoulder, facing into his neck. His back was shaking 
as he held you to him and cried. 


| heard James say, "I promise, Uli, | won't let you down I'll take care of him and the kids." 


A moment later James re-emerged. Our eyes met and he started to cry again, not that he had stopped all 
that much. 


"You better hurry, Quirk. | don't know how much longer he has.." James said. He went and sat down on one of 
the cold metal chairs that were against the wall. Rob went and stood beside him, putting a comforting arm 
around James’ broad shoulders. James bit his lip and rested his forehead against Rob's stomach. 


| went in and you were coughing. You looked up at me and tried to smile past your pain. | wanted to run, seeing 


you in that bed, pale and alone.. it made everything so fucking real. 


Up until our eyes locked, | was in this haze, thinking that this was all a dream, just some sick nightmare, the 


kind of nightmare that you would wake me up from with a kiss and a smile. 


Remember how you would do that for me when we were sharing a room all those years ago? I'd be in the 


middle of some scary dream and all of a sudden I'd hear your soft voice calling out my name. I'd feel your lips 


on mine for a brief second then I'd open my eyes to find you smiling at me. 


| trail my fingers carefully over your birthday, and look up to the sky. No pleasant awakening for me this time. 


This time it was a nightmare that not even you could wake me from. 


| sat down next to you on the bed and you touched my face. | can still hear your words in my head. | can still 


hear the pauses and small gasps of pain. 


"My Kirk..always mine..even when.when | didn't say it..you knew right? You knew | loved you and that..you were 


mine and | was yours..you knew right?" 
"I knew, baby. | knew," | cried and leaned down to press a gentle kiss to your lips. 
| still know. 


"There was never a time when | didn't..love you, Hamlet," you whispered as our lips brushed. | kissed your 


cheek then squeezed your hand. 


"IIl always love you, Uli. | don't wanna say goodbye," | moaned. You gasped in pain and winced, taking a few 
shallow breaths to relieve the pain some what. 


"Then don't. We'll always have later." 
Again, | now find myself tracing the 'L' in your name. Later.. 


After you said it, you smiled. Your eyes were clear and for a brief millisecond | saw that long haired punk that 


had stolen my heart. The 20 year old Danish kid that was so young and vibrant. 
That will always be how | will think of you, Lars. Young, vibrant..alive. 


The hardest part was when James came into the room with Myles and Layne, tears streaking down their 


young faces. 
"Daddy?" Layne asked. | picked him up and put him in front of me on the white bed 
"Hey sweetie," you choked out. It was too much to watch, but | couldn't look away. 


James sat down on the chair next to the bed and Myles quickly hopped onto James' lap. He stood in between 
Het's legs on the chair and leaned against the bed. 


"Daddy why are you leaving?" Myles asked. No innocent should ever have to ask that question. You brought 


your hand up and wiped away his tears. 


"| don't have a choice, baby," you sobbed then coughed. | could see how hard you were trying to keep your 


tremors of pain under control. 

"Why can't you get better?" Layne cried. 

| don't want you to go. | don't want you to leave!" Myles wailed as he tossed his arms around your neck. You 

closed your eyes and held him as tight as you could. | saw you smile when Layne wormed his way under your 
arm. 

"My boys..l'll always be with you. I'll be with you when you graduate high school. Be there when Layne gets his 
first job. Be there..when, Myles and Cali go on their first date and James cringes and prays to God you're 


nothing like me." 


James and | both snorted at that. He wiped at his eyes and | squeezed his shoulder, as we watched you with 
your children, 


The tears fell down your face and | still don't know if they were from pain or sadness. 

"Girls are icky!" Myles proclaimed. You pressed a kiss to his cheek as he sniffled. "And Calis a girl.” 

You laughed and looked at James, "I'll be at their wedding too!" 

"Boy will be a lucky SOB. if he's anything like you Lars. You're an original always have been 

"Won't say that when he's marrying your oldest." You pressed a kiss to each of your children's heads. A final 
kiss. It broke my heart to witness it. It breaks my heart to know it really happened. "You boys gotta..be strong 
now, okay? Take care of each other and your uncles." They nodded and you squeezed their small hands in your 
weak ones. "I love you both, always remember that. Now go check on Uncle Rob and Uncle Jay." 

Layne slid off the bed and wiped his eyes. Myles started to step off the chair, then changed his mind. 

"I'm not gonna see you again am |?" 


Such a simple question. But he said it so matter of fact, so mature. No dispute, he's your boy. 


You just shook your head and met my eyes. | could see the war you were fighting. Do you tell him that you're 
dying or do you play dumb and save him from the pain of it all for a little longer. 


"l-l don't know..l-l don't know," you sobbed, shaking your head. 


"l'Il be good daddy! I'll be a big boy and take care of them all for you." With a little help from James, he got 
off the chair. He took Layne's hand and walked out of the room. 


| remember how determined he was. He stuck his little nose in the air and marched out of the room. The 


gesture reminded me of another Ulrich who had done the same thing so many times. 

As soon as they were gone, you erupted into a coughing fit. James took your hand in his and | saw the way 
you gripped onto him. He closed his eyes tightly as the tears fell. It was as if he was trying to channel his 
strength into you. 

"| didn't want..want them to see..th-this.." you choked out between coughs and gasps for air. "Was poisoned.. 
doctors said that," you stopped for a minute as your body shook in pain. "Fuck, said that..can't do anything 
but..wait..homemade shit though..fucker put it in my food..planned this out...” 


Insane how | can recall every ragged breath you took and every moan of discomfort. | can still hear you 


groaning as the coughs racked your body. | can still see the way your gorgeous eyes glossed over in pain 
| told you | was sorry and that | loved you. | apologized for not saying it everyday, for not showing you. 


You said you always knew and that | did show you in my own way. | showed you in glances, smiles, friendly 


hugs. | was showing you in ways | didn't even realize. 

You told James you loved him and asked him to take care of me. You asked him to grieve with me so | 
wouldn't be alone. James gave you his word and leaned forward. He kissed your lips gently and | watched as 
your lips absorbed a few of his tears. 

| want you to know | understood why he kissed you. | wasn't hurt or jealous. | had always known that the two 
of you had a special bond, a deep connection. You weren't in love with him, or he with you, but you still hugged 
and kissed each other from time to time. Never in public, but you did it occasionally. 


| knew it was just his way of saying everything without saying anything at all 


You looked at me and told me you loved me. | pressed my lips to yours and your eyes fell closed. Your grip 


loosened on James’ hand. | heard a small whimper then your face went slack under my touch. 

When | pulled away from you James just stared in disbelief. "He's really gone." 

Just like that you were gone. At a young forty one you were taken from this world 

When | left the hospital that night, | held Layne on my hip. Jason had his hand on my arm to keep me steady 


James held Myles on his hip, his arm was holding Fran close to his side. She had an arm around James’ waist 


and another around Rob's. 


We walked out of that hospital, each of us leaving something behind. 


Rob left a friend and a bit of his soul. 

Jason left his differences with James. He never wanted to regret saying things again. 

Fran left a part of her mind. She said she always had the most intellectual conversations with you. 
Myles and Layne left part of their childhood. They left their father. 


James left his best friend, confidant, band mate, business partner..and so many other things. He left his 
memories, things that happened that neither of you would ever tell a soul. 


Me? | left my heart. 


It rained that night. Layne asked if God was crying because he lost his dad too. No one answered him. Any 


response would have spoiled the innocence, and that had suffered enough as it was. 
The wind blows and | rest my forehead against the coolness of your headstone. 
Wanna know why | am here? | look up to see a hawk fly over head and take that as a sign. 


Today is an important day for a lot of reasons. Its your birthday, and the anniversary of your death. But | 


have two more reasons that you can add to the list. 


At four o'clock this morning | received a call from the agent who has been working on your case since it 


happened. Agent Sherwood told me that they had your killer, and that he was in custody as we spoke. 


Turning my eyes to the warm glow of the sun | feel some sort of solitude. Yea, baby. They caught Dave 
Mustaine. 


| smile up at the sun, up at you. 


We never gave up. Anytime the cops wanted to close the case, James went Hetfield on them. Needless to say 


your case has been open all these years. 


Remember the guy at the restaurant that night, the one that seemed out of place? That was Dave. Agent 
Sherwood told me that our phones had been tapped. That was how Dave found out about where we were 


eating. 


Somehow the fucker posed as a chef. They don't know all the details yet, but it's only a matter of time before 
he spills the details. He got in, poisoned your food and left. He wanted revenge. 


Justice isn't done yet though. He still has to go to trial and all that but | have no doubts he's going to be 
convicted. But today is a day for celebrating something else. 


On your death bed you told Myles you would be there when he went out for the first time with Cali and 
James cringed. You told him you would be at the wedding too. So are you going to be there today, Uli? 


Myles proposed to her three months ago. They have been couple since high school. The place Cali wanted to 
get married at was only available today. We all felt it was poetic to have the wedding on the same day you 
told your baby boy that he would marry this very girl, now a woman. 


"Uncle Kirk!" | look up at the voice. Layne stands there smiling. "Dad will understand if you're on time for once 


in your life," he chides, keeping one hand behind his back. 


Sometimes | watch him and | can see you in the way he moves and the way he speaks. It makes it seem like 


you're not so far away. 
| roll me eyes at him, "You are so like your father, it's scary!" 


Layne just gives me one of those Ulrich smiles. Both him and Myles figured out | could never say no when 


they did that. They got away with a lot of things when they were younger because of that. 
"Considering how much you loved him, I'll take that as a compliment!" 
"Yea, yea, don't let it go to your head!" 


Layne shakes his head, "C'mon, Uncle James needs someone to calms his nerves. He's giving his baby girl away 


to an Ulrich! Think he's worried Myles is like dad?" 
| see that hawk soaring overhead again and laugh. 
"Nah..Uncle Het worries period!" 


Layne hands me one of the roses he has had concealed behind his back. "Thought you may want to leave one," 


he places the other he has at the base of your head stone. 

"Hey dad," Layne says, resting his fingers against the marble mass. "| know you're listening and | know you can 
answer me some what. So.. can you tell Uncle Quirk to get his ass in gear so Uncle Het doesn't have a 
breakdown and Cali doesn't pull a ‘Hetfield’ on all three of us for not being there early enough to help Myles?" 
You hear that run on sentence, Lars? He's your kid 


"See you in the car," Layne says, kissing my cheek. | nod as he begins walking out of the cemetery. 


"Really need to get going, Uli. | have a wedding to attend to. I'll be back next weekend, usual routine, but | felt 
like | needed to be here today to tell you those things. | need to let go of some of the pain and renew it with 


some good." 
| read your headstone and smile. 


"Lars Ulrich. December 26th, 1963- December 26th, 2004. Band mate, Confidant, Friend, Brother, Father, Lover, 


and so much more. He lives on in his music and our hearts. 


| trace the rose over the ‘L' in your name. "Merry Christmas and Happy Birthday, babe, I'll share them both 
again with you someday. Love you. I'll see you.." | hear James ranting across the way and look up to see him 
pacing around the car. | start laughing as the proud papa looks like he's about to have an anxiety attack. "Later, 


Lars..l'll see you later." 


As | walk out of this cemetery today | know that you are with me. | know you'll be at that wedding, and | know 


that we will always have our love, laughter, and later. 


THE END 


Okay.. Please tell me what you thought. This story means a lot to me and | would love some opinions. 


